THE    BLITZKRIEG    ARRIVES        37

Those members of the Labour Party Executive
who expect ministerial posts but have not yet
been appointed, wander self-consciously round
the comfortable lounges of the hotel, waiting for
the broadcast which will mention them per-
sonally. At a mass meeting in Bournemouth
Pavilion, Hugh Dalton, Ellen Wilkinson and
one or two of their colleagues explain, to the
vehement satisfaction of an audience which is
at least as interested in the sensational fact that
Labour is returning to office as iri. its potential
contribution to the conduct of the war, the
responsible part which the Socialist leaders will
play in the new administration. Ellen's brilliant
speech, fiery as her flaming hair, makes doubly
certain her chance of being included amongst
those invited to serve.

Outside the Highcliffe Hotel, the warm early
sunshine, of a spring and summer so brilliant
that few can remember its equal, bathes the
South Coast in golden light. Bournemouth, like
other seaside towns, has never appeared so
beautiful. Her cliffs shine luminously white
above a shimmering sea; from a distance the
famous public rock-gardens resemble a patch-
work quilt of orange and purple, scarlet and
pink. In, every wide sunny road, the sweet
dry scent of innumerable fir-trees fills the air.
As the party members sit on the terrace discuss-
ing political appointments, it is unbelievable